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MA_Y .

BT EMILY C. HCICTIXGTOW.

May is born, the dimpled child,
T« nder at a blossom.

Nettling in her baby smiles,
«>11 the spring-time's bosoui

Darling May, the grayest skies
Bluer grow above her,

I. oking in her iaughing eyes,
Cannot choose but love her.

Not a thing that hath not grown
(ientler fo* her smiling,

Not a care that hath not flown
At her sweet beguiling.

P.,'est flowers, with perfumed breath,
H irer tor their rt»etnes».

Waxen bud, and lily bell.
Best become her sweetness

When the orchards on the slope
Stand with blosroras tauen,

May shall change from childish grace
To a winsome maiden

Stealing iroin ihe meadows green
To the woodland* shady,

(rne shall whisper in her ear,
Wilt thou love ine, lady ?*

' All too pale the lily wreath
For thy beauty's wearing.

Fitter were the royal roue

To thy queenly bearing "

Hurling May, her fluttering heart

Listening to hi* storj ,

She shall be the Summer's bride
Frowning all his glory

So, when o'er the clover fields
Warmer winds are straying,

Kneeling at his royal throne,
We shall bind us, saying,

" Queenly fair the lady June,
With her forehead saintly.

Dearer was the baby May,
smiling on us faintly."

For the National Era.
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II.
Not by the street window to-day. I do not

c-tre to see fashion and rags, idleness and business,in multiform variety passing and repass
ing before me.

By this window, into which the morning sunlightcomes, the sights of the busy, world all
shut out, and its sounds heard only in indistinct
uiurmurinpg, like the sound of far-off waters, I
will wstch the moving clouds in their changing
beauty, and the swelliug buds which are fanned
by every breath of this fresh breeze. It is a

joy to be alive this bright spring morning,
when all nature is awakening to newness of
lite, aud the very air is full of gladness and
hope.

flow strange, how beautifal, this miracle in
the spring, continually recurring and forever
new, this wide resurrection, this clothing of
dty forms with fresh youug beauty 1

Last year, I watched a rose bush in our gardeu,from the time when the winter snows meltedaway, till the tiny leaf-buds came, in obedienceto a call I could not hear, and began to
ttsell and expand, and, at last, clothed the bare
branches with full garments of green. I watch
ed the flower buds, silently taking the places
a&fii med to them, and gradually expanding into
the perfect flowers, whose mission was to give
beauty and fragrance to the world, and to teach
us, by the beautiful order and full success of
their lives, that we have only to be what God
meant in to be; only, in unquestioning obedieuoeand faith to follow the lawB of our being;
only to be our owu beat selves, without thought
of what others are or can be, and our lives will
take their places in the Divine order.

Receiving into my heart the lessons which
the rose bush taught me by the gradual unfoldin/,the beauty and rich results of its spring
and summer life, I thought of the beautiful
story of Picciola, and wondered no longer at
the strange ministry of the little flower in the
lonely prison court, and the miracle it performedin a human heart.

Thus, silently and eloquently, nature is always
preaching through her countless ministers, but
our ears are tilled with the discordant sounds
of earth, and our eyes are dazzled by its glitteringshows; thus ''having eyes, we see not" the
beauty that is all around us, and " having ears,
we hear not" the truths that would lead us into
freedom and light.

This little spot of ground which I am watchingfrom my window is a treasure to us, which
dwellers in the country, and the owners of
many acres, cauuot rightly estimate. We
came into possession of it last year. It is a
little patch of ground, hi the heart of the city,
fenced iu hy large, dark buildings and high
fences fri/m the rest of the world, but not fencediu from the blue sky, the bright sunlight,
the tree winds, and the nightly dews, with their
blessed ministries. It is a good thing that
o«e may own but a foot of land, jet the title
Jeed takes in all between that and the bine
heavens. Nothing can come between.
There was a division in the family council,when the momentous question, 44 Shall we have

ho »ers or vegetables in our garden?" was to
be decided.

" Fresh cucumbers every day, early tomatoes
and tender radishes,'' said one party.

" Boquets of our own gathering, with the
morning dew upon them, roses, verbenas, heliotrope,and mignonette," said the oppositionspeakers.
But the practical portion of the household

was in the ascendency; so a large proportion
ol the precious territory was given up to
utilitarian purposes, and the flower-lovers
thankfully took possession of the little portionallotted to them.

But such flowers ! That little tract of earth,
as if in fierce competition with its practical
neighbor, put forth its utmost power, made the
most of itself, and astonished all beholders.
Hoses in great variety bloaeomed in beautyand fragrance, and beautiful wild violets,brought from the shadow of the dark, green
woods, lost none of their beauty in the borne of
their adoption. Never was mignonette more
Iraerant, or sweet peas sweeter, or asters
brighter and longer-lived than ours.

But the morning-glories were the crowningglory of the garden. They grew ia hot-bed
haste, and with an upward tendency that bus
««iy once seen equalled. The Utile NWiwhem history has rendered immortal, goingout with his morning allowance of Weed and
butter, to note the progress his bean-viae had
made during the night, probably witnessed a
similar example of miraculous growth. Oar
morning-glories were prevented from reachingunknown heights and bearing giants' li easarss
on their summit by the nnweloome blasts ofNovember, that left no beauty where theywept in their fury.
But the vegetables. There were the" fall '

cucumber vines with their wealth of goldenblossoms and green fruit, potatoes, beets, andradishes; but the radishes gave no occasion forboasting to the cultivators of the soil, for theirstrength and glory were in the large wavingtops, while the roots were only dry pigmies.1 ne king of the vegetable world was the corn.How its strong, green leaves stretched upwardsto the sunshine, and waved in the wind, anddrank in the rain 1 Then came its silken glory,and finally the full ear. Soon the fact wasannounced that some day we ooold have fallyellow ears of corn, of our own raising, fordinner. What a watching and counting of ears,if not of kernels 1
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Frank and Willie, t> o little household specimensof perpetual potion, who, like other

Franks ana Willies, h vary inquiring minds,
and like to know how jverything is made, had
superintended the grc ^h of the garden, from
the time when their -tile brown fingers oncoveredthe newly-but 4 seeds, that they might
watch the carious pro iss of sprouting, till the
time when the oom needed all their care.

They watched its gro^hand ripening, as faithfullyas if nature ha^ appointed them to do
her work. They hoi * and watered the soil
around the roots, am then parted and turned
down the husks, te 1«* the golden sunshine in,
that the day of ripea*. might come the sooner.
At last, the corn f ia pronounced by wise

judges fit for use. : -he next day we would
teet its worth. *'-> '

Alas for human )-»Wes! Alas for human
foresight 1 What ha re to fear ? From the
beginning, everything .ad been done in order;
We had fenced out tra illing hens iu the spring,
that oar yoang hopes.jight not be destroyed}
Marauding pigs, on scbief intent, had been
debarred an entranc and a ravenous white
cow, that had looked T 1 summer with envious
eyes on the forbidde; - fruit, had often found,
after honrs of futile r. art, that it was forbidden,indeed.
But the nest morni"* when we took our accustomedstand of o!- ervation, on the back

niazea. to watch the ominer-elories and the
corn and leaser growtl . blank dismay fell upon
each one of as. All lhat waving beauty, all
that fnll ripeness, the -pride of oar eyes, our

summer's boast, our f xn.where was it ? A
few crushed stalks, th<^ wmnants of a few blastedleaves, were lying o_ the ground; and there,
in the midst of the rui. she had wrought, stood
the white cow, in quier satisfaction, looking as

innocent as if she hadherer heard of broken
gate-hinges, and as u,, voracious of fear as if
we all Lid not murVrous thoughts in our
hearts. J,
The little boys, whot y labor had been in vain,

and to whose knowKlge seeking minds one
field of scientific inyptigation was forever
closed, with load lamentations, and threats of
vengeance, went, armel with clubs and stoues,
and hastily expelled ff#n the field of ruin the
ruthless devourer of V »auty, the destroyer of
many hopes.
Paper and pen, aaid^ 1 The beautiful morningtempts me away. 1 mast go oat and look

at the pansies, brave I'stte Bowers, defying the
cold of the early spring I must count the new
leaves on the tulips, tind ask the tardy blue
violets if they intend btdssoming to morrow.

Who would stay in-djors to day ?
Miriam Gray.

For the I\ .lion a Kra.

A U R 0 R j_L E I G H .

BY TUB AUTHOR OF^'sUSY L.*S DIARY."
.

Mrs. Browning's lat work is the " Story of
Art and Love," othervise, Aurora Leigh and
Komney Leigb, startiin lire. Art, on ner

twentieth birthday, fufi^of herself, puts on her
1 )Dg white morning robes that brush a grand
trail acroaa the dewy l%wu, goes hammia?,
sometimes warbling oot heartily her descant
upon singing thrash an^l blackbird, upon beauteousguelder-rose, sweet verbena, and acacia;
upon poet-wreaths, put mostly, so she murmurs,upon the brows that lie dead, and past the
feeling and gladness of them, as Dante's. So,
as she sings, she hunts, for leaves wherewith to

crown herself, catches joyfully at the ivy, of
which u not a leaf will grow but thinking of a

wreath," and crowns her. forehead, and there
she is.Art; and, in all the big, swarming
world, there is no one jlse beside her.

Love, concerned for her, tender toward her,
follows, poiuts to the ^raggled skirts, talks of
headaches, tells her of" the work there is for
men and women to do 'jere on this beleaguered
earth.

"Von, you are^oung
A» Eve with nature'* daybreak on her face;
Hut tbli laine world you've come to, denre»t coz.
Mas done with keeping birthday*, saves her wreaths
To hang upon her ruin*, and forgets
To rhymt the cry with which sin- Mill beats back
Those savage, hungry dog* that hunt her down
To the empty grace of Christ. The world's hard-pressed;
The sweat of Tabor in the emrly earse
Has (turning acrid in six thousand years)
Become the sweat of torture.- Who lias time.
An hour's time.think! to aji upon a bank,
And hear the cymbal tinhl'i in while hand* '

When Kgypt'a slain, I say,let Miriam sing

And he adds.
" May I choose, indeed, j

But now away my years, my means, ray aims,
Among the helpers, if there's any help
In such a social strait' Vhe common blood
That swings along my vein* is tuong enough
To draw me to this duty."

/̂ ,

After he has painted all the pains, sins, and
wrongs, before her eyes, and said how terrible
they are

"For one who is not God. and cannot right
The wrong he lookt, yn,"

he asks her to be bis wife, and kelp him do hisi
work; to let him comb to her, and lean npon
her, and rest when he is aweary with his task* j
among men. " Love and work with me," he
he says. With indignation, quiet, but stroug,.
Art, young, untried, undisciplined, yet having
intuitions of individual powers for individual
attainment and achievement, breaks in and
lens aim inai u man says 10 loyal woman, it

Lota says to loyal Ai?, " Lota and work with
da," he

"Will (ret fair an«* ei*, if the work and Ioto,
Being good themselves *re good for her.the Teat
She was born lor.bul your work
I* not the beat for "

ĝ
And then shA says." Farewell." jShe is torn in the parting; but wonders why,

since his chosen work and life are not her
chosen work and life; since, with all the intentionsthat haTs come to teach her and be guides
to her, thia has not come, that they, too. Love
and Art, were joined together in the beginning
of God, and can never, to the end, be pnt asunder,without sense of loss and paiu, more or
leas acute. 80, standing erect, she says." Farewell."

He, with pain ezpr weed in his words, his
tones, his sorrowfully bent head, answeriwl.
" Then, farewell."

She goes her way ; lie, his. He goes alone,'
with his heartache, and works ; works all the
harder, that, if possible, be may out-work, out
live the heartacne. He parts his ancestral hall
into almshouses, and fill* them with the poor.When Art heard of it, she said:

" I'* m ilBfkoiiw of hi* hrarl one day,Which ever since i» loose upon the l*tchFor those who pull the string. I never did."
No j cold, prood, arrogant! But this is what

she said about the samn time, after she had been
a long, long time, at h< r choeen most successful
art-work:

" O. ray Gut, ray GodO, Supreme Artist. wh<*a» sole return
For all the cosmic wo^Jer of Thy work,Cominaiidest of u* just 1 word.a name.
1 My Father! ' Thou hart knowledge.ntilv Tlwn-
How dreary tis for wo non to sit still,On wiater nights. by so,itary ftres,And hear the nation* p/aiting them far off'
Tao far! uy, prsisingcir quirk sense of love.
Oar eery heart of pussfcgisie womtubocil,Which'could not beat O in the verse without
Being present also in tl^ unbiased lips.
And eyes undried, because there'* none to ask
Tha reason they grew mom.

"The lore >f all
(To risk in turn a woman's parodox)
Is but a small thing to trie lore of one.
You bid a hungry child be satisfied
With a heritage of maty corn holds; nay,
Ho says he's Hungry.he would rather have
That little barley-Cake -eu keep from him
While reckoning up hil harvests. So wait a*

(Here, Romney, too. Wi fhil to genera!ire!)
We're hungry "

On* time afterwazv! she said, " It always,
makes me sad to go a* -oad:" and before she is
through with thelow trail, heart end pen take
up over the sadneae. » She lets H be seen that,
that evening, when sirs was at Lord Howe's,
my Lady Waldemer wr there; wae very pretty,
with tmeses so abam&at, bar maid mut use
both hands to poQ thgm; aad that the yoneg
man, with the German student's look,mm wit!)
ia her hearing.
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, WAS
*'Look itai amy. Sir Blue,

She ' Lady WaMemaf.to the left.in red,
Whom Keener y Leieh, ear ableai man ju»t now,
la *aoa ebeut to marry."
Poor Aril- poor Aurora Leigh I And so the

n *:
" A«4 now I'm saddur that I we"t to-night

Among iIm Itghw and talker* at Lord Howe's "

Ad d it is plain she vu.
5y And by she is in Paris. She goes and

w> odors early, becaosa she is restless.
" Tfcfeush the markat-plare, foe Sowers,

.. (The prettiest haunt in Paris,) and makes sure.
At Vorat, that there are roses in the world."
^ht 'find* poor Marian Erie there; and, listening to the* story of har wrongs, knows that

fcsa, pila, winked Lady Waldsmar is at the
he Itca of ths deadliest of them all. So the
m mrca for poor Love, "poor Romney Leigh/'
tb it b*t wi)l take this woman for his wife. Sick
at hee't, weary, worn with fife, ska takes Marian
E lowkd her baby along, and travels night aad
dt j t«J her mother-land, Italy; hears Romney'i
m irrif g* bp'W, fancies that she does, so sick
an brtin a»d heart, so eonjnred with the solita7 b'tfi^ttir % u The marriage-bells of Romntjntfhst b load," she says:

" -o *osn«l ,o uUssr through all
at d a«"ds, fc ( was not well." No, Art was not
w'll. Her beart and all her frame were sick
fo' wait an need of Love to cherish and warm,
to fold her Jose and safe from the wear and
te ir c* the ay.Button * is borne, past Dijon, past Lyons,
SMt I arse es, and at last she is in Italy. At
'lOreK* s . takes a villa. Sorely she'll get

re it WW. nrely now shall oome a glow, aad
a Var itb, > vd a delight, into her art-life, living
h«te id th Hnidst of a garden where the olive
grvwg a,Liu MipeLiB, in ner viua iaa»w u?wiwjl8

tb S atf a's rl ^og and Betting, the Ballombroean
m inn'nins- ,

" C tthedi tower and palace, piazza arid street,
Tb-.ftvei siiung like a silver cord
Tb/oujjh *),"

.b» gi ,'den tmoepbere of Italy upon all, with5ft,* thin, ,all save her own within.sorely
tba'll ht 'feet rest soon, and her heart will
re*1t. J
We ^aK see. A letter comes to her from

E'igltod, ftytn a friend of hera and Romney's,
V nc*V. Ca jngton, to tell her how wonderfully
b#r lev bo i succeeds, to say of " poor RomQtf A- i,

" shen the fever took him first,
Jui-4 let >ad writ to you in France,
Tb ^ -U r Lady Waldemar inixad drinks
Ait I at grains like any salaried nurse,
Kl a, tis 'iat the wept too."

Viif^efet iwhere says he's married, but, puttingl dig w \ what she has heard before, she
ssys:

" >11, he'* married ; that i* clear
No Won<V he'* married, nor much more
That Vj^ lit'* therefore'sorry.1 Why, of course
*l%e iigfif iraod him when he was not well,MiSed ;s.unless nepenthe was the drink,T®*s« ,,c> «e worth telling.
Why 11 <om suites Belter burn than choke;
Best air. althoagh it eomes with fire,
Thro, . Mind* and windows to the noon,
And ijve tlister on my brow instead
Of this 41 weight Books succeed.
And i.acs* ft. Do I feel ii so. ai last ?

« Kate -iyeB^ worn-out cloak lor being like mine,
Whtl 111 self-despiaed for being myself,And y -an oward some one else.''
8he i ti » long time, sad, doubting, questionit)mu^iag >n art and Hfe, and at last on lore.

A i the end her musing, when she has thingsstmewh.it.Zijustsd, she thinks she would be
hippy ^ j-Vpuey were married totll; to her
bl le-eytid tr md Kate, for instance; happy, beeruse Mwu is gentle and loving, and lets her
h< id thn hr >y; because baby, sitting on her
b< d in tne 1 orning, wakes her pelting her with
ill wers, ai when she sleepily beckons him,
k! tses bar - til month, cheeks, and all its face.
is dissolve*, m hen. She says.

' <iod io\ tum!** meaning the baby. "I should
t^effuinly be glad,

RxcejH, help me, that I'm sorrowful
Uecku*e i Rouiuey."
Yea, ben* tse of Romuey. Poor, dear, dear,el 1 Art I p% r Aurora Leigh!
T*»i V irian laughed. I saw her glance above

lit *ndde»i shit, >e that I should hear her laugh,
A id sttaiphiT 'J dropped my eyes upon my book,
A' -d knew Hr«t time, 'twas Boccacio's tales,
T: e Falcon'-,, of the lover, who for love
If »troyr<f tf . ;est that loved him. Some of us
D it still, «i i-sheii We sit and laugh no more.
\f ugti you * ret Marian you've the right to laugh,
Si ice («od b .t te'f is for yon, and a child!
Pi r me then t somewhat less.and so I sigh.''

She, by ! e by, Aurora, it alone upon the ter1rf ce; M», ,'n, awhile is in the garden below,
w th her I jy. Then she comes ia, and goes
tc her chi *oer with the child; and Aurora still
si a, watcl' the gathering night, and how the
p' jple shi >ws are like an enchanted sea.

" Drawing you who gate,
With s'sionste desire, to leap and plunge,
And t ( a sea-king."

When, i at once,
" lu my ears

The sou' of water*. There he stood, My Wing
1 felt hit atner than beheld him Up
I rose, » ' fhs were my king, indeed,
And the , at down tn trouble at myself.
And nr | 'ling for my woman's empiery.
Tin piti. <£ but women are so made
She'll d"flmr yon, perhaps.'tis probable.
But we iot spare you an inch of our fall height.
We'll b our just stature.five feet four.
' You, fi i: iney Lady Waldemar is here '

"Did he loach my hand,
Or but t_i sleeve T I trembled hand and foot," Sc.

It taker" hem a long timj; but, at last, she
k' tows the i«'s tailed in all his separate work.

" ' Hiay,' I answered him ;
' I've i k tething for your hearing, also. I
H«ve riled, too"'1

knows, at; wst, that they he strove to benefit
h< .ve turn- against him, shot at him once, pellethim of t through the village, and bunt his
house.

" i ry did' They burnt Leigh Hall
P < r Romuey ! "

S'te know^she is not married ; for when, incidentally,<-;e names Lady Waldemar as his
w 'fe, u witt sadden clash of voice,"

" ' Are we mad ?'
He ech. ' wife mine Lady Waldemar
I think -wi said ray wile.' He sprang to bis feet,
Andthrt. his noble head back toward to moon,
A* she y imt against a stormy soa,
And Ifcbj' Pl1 w,,h "tch a helpless, hopeless worn.
1 stood ^ J trembled.

" ' Dearest, toru have burnt my house,
MaligRrt'my motives; but not ona, I twear,
Has WTO ^ed my soul as this Aurora has.
Who csl^l the Lady Waldemar my wife.' *

By and y, he says.and then the known he'a
h ;nd.

' * Ot, love, I have loved you! O my soul,
I have ltjt you. * * I attest
Those »,^s above as. which I cannot see'
" ' You "^nuot ? Not see the stars?'

* '1 Tis worse still, not to see
To find «.ur hand, although we're parting, dear.
A mom ; let me bold it, ere we part;
And un i'rstand ray last words'

\ H6 tell ter what he foeU, and uaya u Good
tfght," tc -w>.

i "'A moment. Heavenly Christ!
A mom- fpesk once, Romney Tis not true.
I hold hands, I look into your face.
You see jse?'
' ' No BxrVe than the blessed stars.

"

Be blssfs-l, too, Aurora. Ah, my sweet,' You tre_j ile.'"

Hd tell i her, then, what a way-loot letter of
L ird Hon |'Mhonld have told her.long ago, that

Si.e of thaw who turned against him, a preacher,
-e night iis house was burnt, struck him

bind.
.

w ' Blind Romney ?'
" ' Ah, my friend,

Yoa'H If «m to say it in a ebearfu! voiee,
I, too, a 11st, desponded.'
" ' No h .i«!' r>-' u < a tesr! you weep,
Divine /jora ? tears upon my hand!

' I've ses; -on weeping for a mouse, a bird,
. But w«t i lor mo, Aurora ? Yes, there's hope.

i Not hop? ifsight.
* I'am quiet sow.

As tend, r surely for the severing world,
But rjtii, . -sitting M the wail to learn;
Comsai i Mieemrth to do the things I eaa.
For lho« n as powerless, said 1, as a stolfc,
A stone im still givs, shehur to a eotus.And it i >crth while being a stone fat that:
Tliere's r»pe, Aurora.'

" fcis there hope for m?
For me twd is there room beneath the atone
For ?h<« i worm ? And If I came end said
What u Ate weepiug scarce would let ane say,And ye, trhat woman canuot say at all.
But we. y ng bitterly, Tthe pride keeps up,L'ntil lit tesri breaks under it,) I love.
I love y .i f Romney.'

* *'1 Silence!' he exclaimed.
A won* ,b puy sotaetunes makes her mad.
A ihs'.T i mrsaiion must not oheat his soul
To t«h« tfivaathge of it Yet, 'it# hard.,
Fafawe.i, Aurora.'

_
" But I love you, sir.

And wj is woman says she loves e man.
The ftia siust hear her, though he love her not,Which- 1 ush! he has leave to answer in his turn.'"
Then a! \ owns all.

"' You were wrong
, in mite Y ou said eo. I was wrong in most.

OH, mo * I forgot

/* *£
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No perfect artist it developed here
From any imperfect woman.
» Art it much, btJt love it more.
0 Art, my AH, thou'rt dutch, bat Love it more
Art symbolizet heaven, but Love it Ood,
A_ud makes heaven O, Romuey, O, my love,
Ptn changed since then. Yet in one respect,
J ust one, beloved, I am in nowise changed :
1 love you, loved you.loved you first and last,
And love vou on forever, as a

* » Romuey, will you leave me hare t
So wrong, so proud, so weak, to uoconsoled,

. So mere a womanand I love you to,
I love yon, Romney."

" Could T tee his face,
J wept so? Did ! drop against his breast,
Or did his arm constrain me? Were my chetks
Hot, overflooded with my tears, on his?
And which of our two large, explosive hearts
So shook me T That I know not. There were words
That broke tu uiierauoe, melted, in the fire;
Embrace, that was convulsion.th»n a kiss.
As long and ailent as the extatic night.
And deep, deep, shuddering breaths, which meant

beyond
Whatever could be told by word or kiss."
But we cling to the page too long, transcribed

too much, stretch our piece out too far. BelovedAurora!
" From the day

I had brought to England my poor searching fare,
(An orphan even of my father's grave,)
tie had loved me, watched tue."

Dear, dear Romuey!
" ftc stood a moment with erected blows
In silence, and as a creature might, who gazed:
Stood calm, and fed fits blind, majestic eyes
Upon the thought of perfect noon."

Beloved, bleesed Mm. Bfowning I " holy
lark!" soaring upward toward divine* height*,
aa the music within her soars.

For theNationaiEra.

0UR_6AME.
BY VOHA PERRY.

At first the evening dickered on,
As candles glimmer,feleam, a»d burn;

A drowsy flame.a flash that's gone,
To drowse again, and then return.

At last perhaps a random word,
Perhaps a glance between us, broke

Through all that calm reserve, and atirred
The cautious nature, till awoke

The smothered fire which hidden burned,
The smouldering fire that lay in wait,

The fitful, dashing fire, that turned
A shower of sparkles,"ere too late.

Oh friendly flame, you doubted me !
What did your cautious nature fear?

Some spirit of diablerie.
Which sought to snare you in iu sphere ?

The gaine we played was surely fair.
1 think we understood it well.

Some call it, I believe, Soltaire.
What name we gave I cannot tell.

Who proved the vietor in the end ?
Or was there any end at all?

Or any victory to contend ?
Or any vanquished one to fall ?

And was it not a charming game,
An even play to lose and win?

And if it only fanned a flame
Of playful friendship, where the sin?

And where the sin to talk and langh,
With now and then a wicked glance ?

And now and then to gaily chaff
In playing games, or at a dance.

Peoria, Illinois.
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One foggy winter morning, about twenty

yean ago, an elderly man, whose walk ana
manner still retained much of the activity of
earlier days, might have been seen making his
way across the Pont Neuf in Paris, and betakinghimself by the Rue Danphine and the
Quai dee Grands Augustine, in the direction of
the well-known edifice, with its three long parallelgalleries, which verves as a market for the
sale of game and poultry.
Though the morning was raw and chilly, he

wore neither cloak nor overooat, bnt appeared
rather as though he might have just quitted
some evening party. He was tall, his back
slightly rounded by the weight of his sixty
years; his costnme was partly that of an habitue
of the Court, partly that of an officer in the

1 TT' 1? i *-

army, n i« unen, wnicn was remarxamy one
and white, displayed a profusion of costly lace;
his cravat was of satin, and the rest of his dress
of black kerseymere. It was evident that this
early visitant to the ponltrv market was no vulgarcustomer ; his small black eyes were brightand piercing; his lips, though somewhat sensualin expression, would have revealed to a
disciple of Lavater a nature both subtle and
generous; and his gait and manner were at
once those of a man of rank and of a man of
the world.
Mo sooner had he entered the poultry market,than a chorus of welcomes and questionssaluted his appearance.
44 Good morning, Monsienr le Marquis," cried

one of the market dames.
44 What is Monsienr le Marquis looking for

this morning?" demanded a second.
44 If Monsieur le Marquis will give himself

the trouble to come this way, I have somethingthat I think will please him," cried a third.
It was evident that the stranger to whom

these remarks were addressed poold be no
other than one of the gastronomic celebrities
of the day, the Marquis de Cussy, formerlychief purveyor to the Emperor Napoleon, and
one of the most illustrious gourmands of the
nineteenth century. Witty and skeptical, as
men of his sybaritic temperament are apt to
be, he was by no means deficient in probity or
kindness, and never missed an occasion for
doing good in his own way to those with whom
he was brought into contact. He had declined
all the overtures made to him by those of his
friends who had oome into power with the restoration; bat had resumed his post at ths Toileriesafter the 20lh of March. When the news
of Waterloo reached him, he was heard to exclaim,in bitterness of eoel,44 AUont, my aaneepaasare all upset again |"
The following year a friend obtained fof the

ex-purveyor a sinecure of five thousand francs
a year. 441 can live upon this sosi," he remarked,resignedly. 44 it will find me a crust of
bread and a morsel of Gruyere cheese."

44 Only one sentence worth listening to has
been ottered in modern days," h» was accustomedto say,44 and that was the remark made
by Benrion de Paasy: 41 shall believe in progress,when I see a cook among ths membsm of
the institute.'"
The Marquis de Cubit lunched at noon and

dined at six o'clock. His table was opsn ill
the year round to any who demanaed his
X *P Li- T 1 rttf X
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m bis cheer. The hue of his skill and jndg

Motin all natters connected with the table
bed spread far and wide, and he was overwhelm
ed with commissions by the moat renowned W>
tablishnents of France and England. In Paris,he was constantly being called upon to pronounceon the relative quality of rival culinary
preparations) and his word was law in all the
markets of the capital, to which he was aocustomadto repair very early in the morning, nlopeand en foot, as we jmva seen. Qe wag particularlyfond of attacking the principles laid down
by bis rival in gastronomic renown. BrfllatSavarrn,in his treatise on the Physiology of
Taste. Thus BriBat-Bavarin says there onght
to be twelve persons at table; the Marquis de
Cossv replies.

** That is not the right namber j the Balerniaasshool, so wise on sack subjects, inculcated
the priueiple,' Never be fewer than the Three
Graces i never be more than the Nine Moses.1
For my p&rt, I say,' Be three, six, or niaa, at
a table.'
He advises his disciples to drink but a few

drags of wine at a time, and was fend of reseat
iog that " the true gourmand would never eat
when not hungry." Brillat-Savarin givM two
dozen of oysters as the proper allowance for
eaeh guest, and advises that they be opened
and placed upon the table beforehand.

" Professor," would retort the Marquis, "oystersopened beforehand, and perhaps even detachedfrom the shell I Why, sunk a counsel is
the very extreme of barbarism j and I can only
excuse you by remembering that you oome
from an inland department Brillat-Savarin advise*the introdactton of mirrors into the dining-
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"I confess I do not see how his srood fortansshould hw bad aoch an effect," repliedthe Maiquis. ,
" Yea will aaderstaad it better whea I have

finished my story, Monsieur,'1 she added, wipingher eyes. "The least stroke of work was
largely paid. fPor a day's labor he got fiftyfrancs; far a night's, he got doable. Anybodyelse woald hate taken advantage of such wages
to gits himseff a good start, and to secure himanna'twa fnr tli a fiitnao» W*.p 1. * J

ue ieit ice market
When the Marquis was gODe, the saleswomen

could not keep from sundry little conjectures
as to the destination of the pheasant." Who can it be for ? " said one. " Is it for
the English Ambassador? " said another. uPerhapsit i% for the Baron de Rothschild," suggesteda third. " You look a long way off," interposeda fourth; " you forgot that the Marquis,though not exactly a rich man, is still the most
delicate eater in all Paris. The golden pheasant,take my word for it, is for no one bat himself."

All these conjectures were equally wide of
the mark. Had the market women been able
to follow the retreating figure of their customer,
they would have seen him regain the line of the
Poat Neuf, and make his way, still on foot,along the Rue Montorgeuil, to the other aide of
the Faubourg Poissonniere; and, after walking
some distance in this direction, turn into the
neat of streets, empty and quiet, of the Fan
bourg Saint Denis, which compose the quarter
specially affected to those inaumerable petty
manufactures nsually known as " Articles de
Paris," and constituting so important an item
in the industry of the metropolis. Then, as now,
this part of the town was densely peopled by
an intelligent and industrious population, occupyingan intermediate position between the
mere workman and the artist; these narrow
streets making up a series of industrial hives, in
whioh the oarver, the lithographer, the glider,
the mnsical«instrament maker, and the manufacturerof every species of fancy work, carried
on their labors. Turning into the Rue Mattel,
the Marquis entered a sordid-looking house, and
d*manriA<ri. " Mnmi»nr Simon T.nKlann

porcelain painter."
" Fourth story, second door to the left," re

horned the concierge, without raising his eyesfrom the boot at which he was working." I know the room," said the Marquis in an
under tone, as he cliiubfd the dark and dirtystaircase to the apartment of the porcelain
painter.
A week before, the Marquis had made his

way up the dingy stairs for the first time, and
since then he had climbed them regularly
every day.
A certain Prince, whose dominions, like

those of so many others, bordered the Rhine,
kept up a regular correspondence with the
Marquis concerning all the details of his table.
This potentate had lately besought his aid, undera terrible domestic misfortune that had justovertaken him. His Rhenish Highness was the
possessor cf a very beautiful dinner service of
painted porcelain, two saucers of which had
been broken by a lackey daring a grand galadinner, at which the beautiful service in sues
tion had figured to the admiration of all beholders.The service was thus rendered incomplete,and could not be used again unless
the two missirg pieces ooeld be replaced. In
his missive, the German Highness entreated the
Marqnis to spare neither time, nor efforts, nor
money, to get the two saucers perfectly matched.The very day on which he had received the
letter, the gastronomer had set to work to gratifyhis princely correspondent, and addressed himselfto all the porcelain painters most in renown.But they were all fully occupied. At
Sevres, the workmen were overwhelmed with
orders for the Court; in all the private workfhopa,the painteys were so busy that they wonld

Ey no heed to the entreaties of the Marquis.
» could hear bat of one porcelain painter,

Simon Leblanc, the artisan, or rather, we might
say, the artiat, of the Rue Martel, through whom
there was the slightest chance of obtaining the
execution of the Prince's order.

u I will go to the Rue Martel," said the rival
of BriUat-Savarin.
A week previous to his morning -visit to the

poultry market, the Marquis rang at the door
of Simon Lebianc. A young woman opened
^e door. Her face was intelligent and pleas
ja£; but her seft bine eyes had in them qnevident expression of sadnusa, and not a few
gray lines silvered her rich cheatnnt hair, which
waa still very beautiful. She waa the wife of
the painter. The Marquis's penetration at once
divined the wnnt and Buffering that had left
their tracea on thia gentle face.

In n few words and with, pinch kindness of
manner he explained the object of his visit.
"The work I wish to have done." he purtoed,"is easy of execution by a painter of

yoar husband's talent, and will be handsomely
paid. Do you think he will consent to undertakeit?"
The wife seemed to hesitate, and did not

reply.
" Two Mucera for a Prince," he panned," and a handful of gold in payment."
ike held down hor head, too much emberrestedto make any answer.
" Monsieur 8imon Leblaoe has been mentionedto me as a skilful workman," resumed

the Marquis, puzzled by the woman's tileooe.
"Skilful? " she answered, looking op qoickly." 0 yes, he is very skilful, there is no doqbt

about that; but, unfortunately," she added, sadly," he does not like working."
At this reply, the Marquis looked scrutiniainglyround the room, and was struck with the

indications of sordid poverty visible in ev?ry
part of it.
* No, he no longer likes to work," resumed

the young woman, who bad followed hiu giaaoe
through the room, and seamed to dhrira his
thoughts. w No doubt this seems very atraqge
to you, as we are so poor, but it is unfortunatelythe simple truth." As she spoke, her eyei filled
with tears.
"Poor child!" murmured the compassionate

Mftrquis* 4
"Monsieur," said the painter's wife, "yon

seem to be kind and upright; and this emboldensme to confide to yon the whole troth."
" Say on, Madame, say en," responded the

Marquis. "la* ready to listen to oil that yon
will tell me."
"My husband," she resumed, "has not el

ways been an idler. When we were first married,he was the best workman to be farad; he
wad spoken of as a model. What I am geteg
to say will seem to yon very strange, hut it it
true nevertheless. He was made too much of:
he was paid too much, and too much petted; ii
is this taat has caused his rain."
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room; the Marquis insisted upon it that they
were out of place in a refectory, and could only
serve to distract the eyes and thoughts of the
diners, which ought, on the contrary, to be concentoutedon the dinner table.
Such wee the personage whom we have eeeu

entering the poultry market on the morniagin queetion, with the air of a man who had some
very important purchase to make, amid a salvo
ofsalutations and offers from the presiding geniiof the place.
Having bestowed a bow on one of them, asmile en another, a friendly word op a third,and addressed a wave of the hand to them all,the gastronomer betook himself to the gallerywhich was more especially consecrated to thesale of game.
"What is Mf»n«i«nr la M«»nnio ! > .

morning? " inquired, in coaxing tones, one of
thp sirens of the adjacent stalls. " Is it h partridge or a pair of quails ? "

"Notexactily, Madame Barbet; I want sometbiagbetter yet."
"A woodcock, perhaps, Monsieur le Marquis,

or a string of snipes ? "
* No, mow enfatU; I want a golden pheasant^bot it must, be a pheasant of the very best

Instantly, from stall to stall, theee words were
transmitted, as though they had been a tele
graphic despatch: " Eh, tout autres ! the best
pheasant in the market for Monsieur de Cussy."Two minntes had scarcely elapsed before a
superb bird, with glittering plumage, passed on,from stall to stall, from the farthest point of the
market, reached the pillar at whose base stood
the former purveyor.u,Rie very thing I wanted," said the Marquis,after a rapid glance at the pheasant. Havingwrapped his treasure carefully in a newspaper,he took from his parse a pieoe of gold, paid foe
the pheasant, sainted the divinities of the marketwith a bow expressive of the ntmdst goodhmftor, and disappeared." And now let me hasten to the spot where I
am so anxiously looked for," he murmured, as

doing this, whpn Simon found himself earning
so easily, be began all at once to spend his
money even faster than he earned it"
" But conld yon do nothing to hinder this

wastefulness?" interposed the Mnrqnis.u Ah, Monsieur, yon little know how slightis the authority of the wife in the workingman'shousehold. The more I preached to
him, the more he stayed away from home. At
laat be wouU only work two days ont of the
seven, declaring that what he thus gained was

enough for o^r wants; and by degrees, as he
got into the way of frequenting the wiue shop,he qQite lost all interest in his work."

Here her tefers broke forth anew, canting her
to pause in her recital.

" Bat have ym» lost all power over vour husband?"demanded the Marquis. " Could younot indnce him to listen to reason, at least
when you are at table together? You should
talk to him while you are at dinner, which is
the best time you conld choose for suggestinggood ideas, that might not be so well received
at any other time."
" He has not taken his meals at home for a

very long time, Monsieur," rejoined the wife,despondently." He bo longer takes his meals with you!that is indeed a very serious symptom. Has
he eve* told you why he goes elsewhere for his
meals?"

" He eaye the food is not eatable at home."
" In that case he is perfectly justified in eatingeltewhere."
" Bat whose fanlt is it, Monsienr, if the food

ie not good at home ? Can you> make the spit
turn without monev ? For & lomr tlm» nut
has gives me nothing for the housekeeping,and of conrae there is nothing in the larder."

u Perhaps a little gentleness on your part
would change his feeling."
" 1 have worn oat all my patience in the effort.Reproaches and entreaties are alike

thrown away. I have pat up with all this anhappinessand misery for three years, and I
am determined to bear it no longer. I have
made ap my mind to leave him, and next week
I go hom^,to my parents in Brittany. I will
work with them, and have no fear but I shall
be able to make an honest living."

" What I Do you mean to give him up altogether?"
" Altogether. Having once left him, I shall

never return. Oh, if you knew what I have
suffered daring these three years," she added,
clasping her hands and weeping afresh, " you
would not wonder at the resolution 1 have
taken."

u Poor child I" exclaimed the Marquis, who
was really touched by the distress of the neglectedwife, and the idea of the empty larder.
* Your position is undoubtedly a very trying
one ; but take courage; there is a remedy for
almost all misfortunes j and I see a very easy
and effectual one for yours."
u Oh, Monsieur woqld to Heaven it were so!

but I think that is impossible," sobbed Madame
Leblane.

" Listen to me, mon enfant," continued her
visiter. u I am the Marquis de Cossy. Peoplecall me the Prince of Qourmands, which is
merely a piece of flattery; they ought rather to
aaII ma ikn Psinna r\f aaL><%l> «« .!/! l-
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only justice. I will cure your husband.''
" You, Monsieur? And how will you cor?him?"
" With the help ot my science. But I can

do so only pn one condition, which is this : yon
mnst let me have my own way in everythingthat I may think necessary to effeot his cure.'*

" Such a condition is too reasonable to be refused,Monsieur," replied the wife, who had
stopped crying, and was listening with all her
ears to the discourse-of the Marquis." I shall begin by writing a few lines to
your husband, which you will hand to him as
soon as he comes in," pursued the gastronomer,
as he seated himself at a liuie table, and wrote
with his penoil a few words upon the back of a
letter he had taken from his pocket book. "ThiB
is the first of mv prescriptions." he contintmH.
as he handed the paper to Madame Leblanc." po not forget tjtpt i; «puet be followed
with the tytost implicit obedience." And taking
up hie bat, the Marquis bowed smilingly t<j the
painter'* wife, and took hi* departure.When Himon JUeblane entered bit deserted
home that evening, hie wife handed him the
note, which ran as follows :
u I am assured, Monsieur, that you are one of

beat porcelain painters in Paris, and the specimensI have seen of your work convince me
that you can satisfactorily finish the saucers 1
leave with this l^tt#r, Jostiued to complete a
service Of which two have been broken, as youwill see by tbe accompanying fragments, which
will serve as your patterns. I need not add that
the recompense of this work will be worthy of
your talent and of the exalted station 01 the
personage for whom these saucers are demanded.Money is not the sole consideration
with an artist of merit; we shall easily come to
an understanding on this point.

M Meanwhile, permit me to impose on you one

slight condition. For the last fifty years (I am
now sixty-five) I have never arranged any matterof business without having previously dined
with the other contracting party, i have thereforeto inform you that I hereby invite myself
to dine with you to-morrow.a family dinDer.
with you and your wife.

u D? CyasT."
M What an oH} sort of a customer I" said the

porcelain painter to himself, m he perused the
missive; a Marquis that invite* himself to dine
in a garret where there ie not a mouthful to
eat. But I like hie free and easy sort of way.Let him come; and we'll eee what can be done."
So saying, Simon Leblanc began to examine
the broken china left by the Marquis. * Two
saucers like thee? sfiH take eight days to finish,"
he remarked, musingly; "a wearisome job.Bat well think stibut it to-morrow."
Next morning, on awaking, the saucers were

the first thing he thought of.
u Deuce take the mas and hie letter i" he

exclaimed. " If he hbd only left the order, i
sbpuld just haye left him and his saocers to
look after themselves ; but wkat oan ons do
when a Marquis not only gives one an order,bat inviten himself to dine with one this veryevening ?" -jDuring the whole of the morning the peinterremained at home, wandering restlessly in and
out of the little room in which he nsed to work
in the happier days that seemed to have gonoby for ever. Aboat noon h« began to preparehis colors; before long, he wee busy sketchinghis patterns. Sis.wife, who oould hardly be- 1

lieve her eyes, watched him anxiously, bat
said nothing.
As the clocks in the neighborhood were 1

striking two, the painter's bell rang, and the 1

Marauis appeared. 1
" ifajai,' pried he, holding oat his hand to 1

the painter, * J am come early, as yoa see, for 1

I wU impatient to make your acquaintance. '

Allow me to compliment yon very mnoerely on
your promptitude," he continued, teeing that s

the Daiuter vu already at work; u it « an *

excellent sign, and yon shall be immediately re- '

warded for the alacrity with whieh you have
Ml my wishes. You are wondering what your ®

rasmsd wiM be ? An excellent appetite, whieh 1

I promise joa beforehand; for, yoa remember,
we are going to dioe together.) and I have no '

hesitation in saying that onr dinner will be fc
worth Q&tiojTe" P

tt;I should be only too glad to offer you such
a dialer, Monsieur Le Marquis,'' replied the e

porcelain painter, u bat I am sorry to say, you 1
have chosen a wrong place to look for anything *

eatable. Poor people like us have no larder to »

boast of. Bat I will take yon to the tavern, *

and we will dn the bast ws can there." g
u Much obliged to you," returned the Mar- c

quis. "In all Paris there are bat one or two
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eating houses where a man of taste could man*
age to make a dinner, and they are too far off.
No, Monsieur Leblanc, we shall dine here, in
yonr own dining room ; and we shall dine well,
you may take my word for it."

M Bat, Monsieur le Marquis." objected the
young wife, with an air of eviaent embarrassment.

" Give yourself no trouble about the matter,
my child ; I take the whole affair upon myself.Have you any charooal f "

M Even so poor a kitchen as ours is sure to
have tkaij Monsieur le Marqaia," answered the
hostess, still rather uneasy."Very good. The rest is my affair," continuedthe Marquis, as the bell rang once more,and a tall lackey, in a gay livery, entered the
painter's apartment, paDting under the weightof a great hamper, heavily laden with provisionsof various kinds, and a number of bottles,whose resined corks and dusty cobwebs proclaimedthe quality of the precious liquor theycontained.

" I must let yon into the secret of some of
my ways, my children," pursued the gastronomer." I am not only a professed lover of
good cheer, but I have also the right to call
myself an excellent cook." And so sayiDg, he
iuuk. on niB coai ana larnea up his shirt sleeves,with ku evident intention or affording ocular
demonstration of the truth of his claim to all
whom it might concern. " As for you, MonIsieyr Leblanc," be continued, turning to the
porcelain painter, who was looking on with a
face expressive of amusement and interest, "I
beg you will not let my presence disturb you in
the work you have undertaken. Return to
your business, my dear sir, and leave me to
mine. When I have finished my labors, I will
let you know."
The Marquis, having unpacked the hamperwith the aid of his servant and the painter'swife, now betook himself to the little kitchen,and began to make the fires for his contemplatedoperations.1 Monsieur le Marquis,'' said the young womu,"I cannot allow you "

"To make the fire myself ? Bnt do you not
know that the making of the fire is not an unimportantpoint in the preparation of a dish?
A little more charcoal or a little less is by no
mefins a trifle; and no one but myself knows
jnsp what the quantity should be. Beside," he
added, in a*whisper, "you remember our agreemeat: I am here as a doctor; let me cure mypat ent in my own way."*^lf Monsieur le Marquis is really determined
to do everything himself, I have nothing more to
say; bnt I hope he will at least suffer me to male
myself useful under his direction," repliedMadame Leblanc, with a grateful smile.
At dusk, the Marquis's preparations beingfinished, the painter was summoned to dinner,

lie could hardfv credit his sansaa whon Ko
ed "he threshold of his hnmble dining room.
Tbfnks to the provident forethought of the Marquis,and the zealons aid of his wife, this room,whose cheerlessuess he had taken in horror, rs<
sorting to the wine shop for the qpurlo«s substitutionit offered in pla^C of the comfort his hoir
no lQqger afforded him, looked as neat andpleasant as possible. A bright wood fire wascrackling and blazing on the hearth, makingthe faded and threadb&re Curtains, ooaily drawnacross the window, look as good as new in itsruddy glow. The little roond table was coveredwith a suowy cloth, and for each of the threedinner companions was laid a handsome cover,with plates of Sevres china, flanked by gobletsof transparent clearness. A tall chandelier,garnished with lighted tapers, stocd in the centreofthe table, surrounded by a tureen of stealingsoup, that was sending forth a mc#t appetizingaroma, and sundry email hors (Teuvrtsof equally agreeable premise.

*fut if the appearance of the repast waa satisfactory and inviting, what shall be said of theviands of which it was composed t Some thingsam beyond the reach of description, and theMarquis's cookery was one of these.
"Let me tell you, my children," said the Marquis,as the soup was removed, and the succeedingdishes were placed upon the table." let metell you that the King himself will not s\t downthis evening to a better dinqef than ours."" That is just whqt I was saying to myself,"exclaimed tiw porcelain painter, in the enthusiasm01 his satisfaction. "But, Monsieur leMarquis, bow can it be possible to give such awonderful flavor to everything?"" 80 yon find my cooker y tolerable, do you ? "returned the gastronomer, with a smile of gratinedvanity.
" I never dreamt of anything half so deli-cious " responded the painter."uoodt then we will make another attemptto-morrow," cried the Marquis, gaily.The porcelain painter, deeminer it inmml»n)

upou him to protest against a lepetiiiou of theMarquis's generosity, endeavored to bring out
a sentence depr«?4HDg the trouble that such a
proceeding ou his part would cause to him ; but*t may fairly be doubted whether his protestationswere altogether sincere.

* $ive yourself no concern about my 'trouble,'
hb you call it," replied the Marquis, goodhumoredly; "for it is all done with a view to
my own interests, I a* most impatient to poeue«sMjseli of the two sauoers; and I know, by
my uwn experience, that nothing helps forward
any sort of labor so effectually as the certaintyof sitting down to a good dinner when one's
task'is over. And, besides, I am not sorry to
be cn the spot, and to see for myself how the
work gets on."
Things weut oy in tbu manner for four days,Simop V'vbianc working steadily all day long,and dining like a prince of the blood in tb$evening.
By the end of the fourth d*y, the poroelainpainter was astonished to lind something of his

former iihing tor his work ooming back to him.His work room seemed to have grown less disagreeable; his brushes, his palette, and all thedetails of his occupation, began to exercise
something of thsir old charm over his mind;and he might have been heard to murmur,while painting busily, " If one wers only sure of
baring n gocd dinner in one's own home nt the
end of a day's work I"
When the Marquis was leaving, that evening,after they had airain partaken, as nana), of an

excellent repast, the young wife followed him
to the door, and whispered, "I really think that
Simon is beginning to forget the road to the
tavern."
u He will have forgotten It altogether a few

days hence, mon cq/anf," replied the Marquis,with a smile.
He was already meditating the preparation of

a golden pheasant, a chefdC<rvtre of culinary skill
and perfection, on which he counted for the
completion of the cure he had undertake* to
effect. It was the execution of this project
which took the Marquis, two days afterward, to
the poultry market, as we have seen.
When the Marquis entered the painter's apart

ment, he found the little rooms decked out as
for a festival; Madame Lebiaac had been busyill the morning in putting the place into applepieorder. The floors had been waged, and the
furniture subjected to a thorough dusting and
rubbing. Ctean white muslin Winds were to be
teea is the windows) the braes knots of the
tpdirons were thiniug is briiheat rivalry with
he gleaming of the fire: and bunches of asters
ind chrysanthemums filled the little china jars
ipon ths mantelpiece.

«» This evening I shall deliver to you the two
laucers, Monsieur le Marquis," exclaimed 8inonLeblanc, in an exultant tone, aa he oame
orward quickly, to welcome hi* kindlv guest.M And this evening we shall also eat our beet
linnet," returned the latter, shaking the porcesin painter oordially by the hand. i
Both parties kept their word. That even- <

ng, as the church clocks were striking five. <
limon Leblanc quitted hi* work room, and |daoed the two eauoers ia the Marquis's hands. '
" Xou may well be pvood of your work, monnfant. for it is a masterpiece," said M. de Cue- '

y, as he examined the two beautiful saucers
rith the eye of a connoisseur. M And now let
se show you mine," he added, as he led the
ray to the dinner table, and showed him the
olden pheasant, worthily displayed in a silver
batv^g diah. 1
" He cannot resist the action of tnch a medi
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cament as that!" whispered the Marquis triumphantlyto Madame Leblauc, as he seated
himself at the table, between her and her husband.
The gastronomer was right in his calculations.
" I shall never be able to eat again at that

horrible tavern," cried the porcelaiu painter,
when the dessert was being placed upon the
table.
"What! is he cured already?" cried his

little wife, whose pretty blue eyes were filling
with joyfal tears.
"Yes, he is already cured, mon enfant," repliedthe ex purveyor, " but the permanence of

the cure will depend upon ycur being able to
continue the treatment I have begun. Aod
now let me offer you something that will
help you to do so," he continued, as he took
from his pocket-book a bank note for a thou
sand francs, which he placeo in the hands of
the painter's wife. " It is the price of the two
saucers," he added, as the painter and his wife
uttered an exclamation of surprise at the large
neaa of the sum of which they now found themselvesthe possessors. " The Prince for whom
they are destined will not think I have paid 'l0omuch for a ni»c« nf I... *

, . t..v uw ueen soperfectly and so promptly execuKa."
,The porcelain painter, having thus happilyreturned iuto the right path, was never againtempted to quU it. He became as steady in |his work as he was skilful; and his wife, beingnow furnished with the means of providing forthe comfort of her husband, made excellent

use of the Marquis's teachings. They were
soon able to remove into a better apartment,Madame Leblauc taking good care to make it
so comfortable, that her husband was nevaragain tempted to leave his own table or his
own fireside. Simon Leblanc became very ia
mons in his art, and eventually amassed a gooddeal of money.
When the Marquis de Cuasy was attacked hythe malady which terminated his days, he oneday received a present ui a very beautiful iporcelain cup, on wh\?h was painted a goldenpheasant. This eup was accompanied by a

note, containing these words: "To my doctor,to help him to take his herb tea."To thore who inquired what could be intendedby the sending of this cup, he would reply 44It is a memorial of the most perfect piece ofcooking, and the ipoet successful cure, I have | .ever accomplished in the whole course of mylife." J

In his will, the Marquis bequeathed this cupto one of his nephews, by whom it is carefullypreserved as an heir-loom.

SPEECH OF HON. FRANK P. 5lAIR: JR.,OF MISSOURI.
; t

On the Acquisition of Territory in Central andSouth America, tQ be Colonized with Free !Blacks, and held as & Dependency by the UnltqftStates. ;(jDelivered ji' Ihe Houv o! Kt-|»re«f mutive*, Jen 14, HF
Mr. Chairman, whenever it shall be in order,i _l-» "

x buuii uuer 10 me uouae the following resoldtion, which covers the ground that I propose tadiscuss:
44 Resolved, That a select committee, to con4 sist of members, be appointed by tbo' Speaker, with instructions to inquire into the4 expediency of providing for Umj acquisition ot4 territory either in the Centra', or South Amer' icau States, to be oolonized with colored per'

sens from the United States who are now free,4 or \*ho may hereafter become free, and who
*iuy be willing to settle in such territory as a4 dependency of the United States, with ample4 guarantees of their persou&l and political4 mhts» ^ ^

.It >aft remarked by a gentleman from Tann£89ce | Mr Matwarp] the other day, on thisfloor, that he hopedaud believed thai this que*tiou would be discussed and disposed of with
oui reference to the subject of Slavery, because,he said, there were no Blaves in Central Amer *

,ica. The inquiry was made immediately, bymauy around me, 44 How long will it be beforwthere are slaves there?" This inquiry show*,what is almost universally felt to be true, thatthe Slavery question is at the bottom of thiswhole movement. There is a party in tlus
country who go for the e.vteuaion of Slaveryand these predatory incursions against our

,neighbors are the means by which territory is
to be seised, planted with Slavery, annexed tothis Union, and, in combinatiou with the pres ,ent slaveholding States, made to dominate thisGovernment aud the entire continent; or, failingin the polioy of annexation, to unite with
the slave States in a Southern al&veholditgRepublic. I believe that there are those, whoentertain such a purpese. 1 am opposed to thewhole scheme, and to every part of it; and, iu jjorder to oppose it successfully, I think weshould recur to the plans cherished by the
great men who founded this Republic. I think \we ought to put it out of the power of any bodyof men to plant Slavery anywhere on this con
tiaent, by taking immediate Bteps to give to at) *. «of these countries that require it, aud especially \to the Cen'ral American Suites, ths power tosustain free institutions under stable Governments; and, as one method of doing this, wemight plant those countries with a class of
who are worse than useless to us, who woshft
prove themselves to be of immense advantageto those oountrir s, who would attract the wealthaud energy of our best men to aid aud directthem in developing th» incredible riobes ofthose regions, and thus open them to our torn
mufpo otirl #n.rv a***".*l 1 *

ion >UV cuiumertB Oi IDB WOOU world1 refer to our enfranchised slaves, aM of thatclass who would willingly embmr* the offer toform themselves into a colony, under the protection of our flag, and the guarantee of theRepublic of every personal and political right
necessary to their safety and prosperity.What I propose is uot new; it is bottomed u r
on the reasoning and recommendation of Mr.Jtfferson. Speaking of a proposition, similariu many respects, urged by hint upon the Legislature of his native State, he says :

44 It was, however, {band that the pnblic' miad would not yet bear the proposition, nor »4 will it uvea at this day ; yet the day is not far4 distant when it must bear it and adopt it, or4 worse will follow. Nothing is more certainly4 written in the book of fate, than that these4 people (the negroes) are to be free; nor is it4 less certaiu that the two races, squally free,4 cannot live in the same Goveramenl. Nature,4 habit, opinion, have drawn indelible lines of ' U' distinction between them. It is still in oxxr4 power to direei the process of emancipation4 and perortatiov, and in such slow degree4 u that the evil will wear off insensibly, and4 their place be pari passu tilled up by free »4 white laborers. If, on the contrary, it is left t4 to force itself on, human nature must shudder4 at the prospect held up. We should in vain4 look for an example in the Spanish deporta4 tioo or deletion of the Moors."
The time has ripened for the execution of ,Mr. Jefferson's plan. By adopting it, we mayrelieve ourselves of a people who are a burden

to oa; give them an amount of happiness and
comfort they can never realize here, where
they are treated as a degraded class; reinvigorate the feeble people of the southern Republics,and open up to the enterprise of our merchantsthe untold wealth of the intertropicalregion, conWeuaicg a greater amount of productiveland than all the balance of the continent;put a stop to the African slave trade. whioK U
created and kept up by the demand for tropioalproductions, by anpplying that demand bythe labor oi the only class of freemen capableof exertion in that climate. I make this propolition to meet, oppose, and defeat that whichleeks by violenoe to re establish Slavery, reopenthe Atsioan slave trade, subject those redone,in Walker's own language, " to militaryrule," and exclude from them the people of theNorthern States. 1 shall discuss and comparethese propositions as fully as the time limitedwill allow me.

Mr. Randolph, in one of his most celebrated
speeches in the Senate, addressing himself toMr. Calhoun, said:
" Sir, I know there are gentlemen, not onlyfrotn the Southern bat the Northern States,[SMC FOURTH P^OE.j
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